128 WITH THE PILGRIMS TO MECCA
Stone. Priests and peasants, merchants and princes, all
had come from far and near to render unto God their
hearts and minds in accordance with the law of the
Prophet Those living people clothed in the garments of
the dead, there they were, in the very centre whence had
sprung the Faith that flashed forth its rays over the East,
there they were, and why ? To do homage to Him whom
Muhammad had made manifest and had delighted to honour
thirteen hundred and twenty years ago. It must be con-
ceded, even by the sceptical and the scoffer, that the voice of
the " illiterate " Prophet has still the power to work wonders.
Hark, his followers are shouting their allegiance to his
watchword. Up go their voices to the burning sky over-
head : " There is no god but God! Muhammad is the
Messenger of God ! "

Few could remain silent on hearing the cry of Faith
within the columned square of the Harem. It rang out
like a trumpet-call, filling the heart with an emotion never
felt before. Sincere and true, it drowned the rambling
eloquence of the priest haranguing the Malekites out there
to the west. It gathered in volume as it passed from lip
to lip until the very pillars of the Harem seemed to shake,
And then from time to time was sung the Talbih, which
might be called the song of the winding-sheet, so frequently
was it repeated by the pilgrims in ihrdm :

Labbaik, Allahomma, Labbaik !

Labbaik, la Sherika lak Labbaik !

Labbaik, enal-hamda, vanahmeta lak Labbaik !

Labbaik, la Sherika lak Labbaik !

It swelled ever higher, my guide and I joining in the
chorus of praise and thanksgiving, since it was our bounden
duty so to do on setting foot inside the sacred precincts.
Having fulfilled the law of th'e Prophet or of tradition in